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Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


Author's note: Dragons are people in this, and 
any Pern fic I write. If you wouldn't say it about 
animals, don't say it about dragons. These are 
people we are talking about. 


"Alright, V'lex, you and Sarinth will learn the proper 
technique to chewing firestone first, so we can make 
sure that she won't clutch." T'mar announced the next 
day at the weyrling training. 


Fiona was sitting nearby to watch, and wasn't 
expecting any kind of protest. She was glad she'd at 
least thought ahead to abort the green's pregnancy 
via firestone before eggs could result. Everyone knew 
that greens didn't lay eggs, only golds. 


But to her shock, and the shock of every human and 
dragon present, V'lex did not hold his hands out for 
the chunk of firestone T'mar had presented to him. 


Instead, he stepped backwards, his hands folded 
behind his back, to stand directly in front of his 
Sarinth, shaking his head. "No!" He exclaimed, his 
young voice high with nerves. Sarinth lowered her 
head to rest it on his shoulder, and he pressed into 
her chest defensively as he said, his voice trembling 
at the feat of denying orders from T'mar, but stubborn 
and proud despite his fear, "She doesn't want to chew 
firestone, she wants to clutch!" 


His pronouncement rang over the suddenly silent 
weyr bowl, as every rider within earshot digest what 
he'd just said. 


Now it made sense, Fiona realized with dismayed 
Surprise, why the older green and blue riders had 
gathered behind V'lex and Sarinth before the lesson 
began, refusing to explain their presence. They were 
here to show support for V'lex and Sarinth. 


T'mar's face transformed into a stern frown, and he 
started to say, "Now, V'lex, you know green's can't-" 


But Fiona instinctively cut him off before she had 
even really processed what her mouth was saying. "If 
Sarinth wants to clutch, we don't have the right to 
stop her!" she declared firmly. 


T'mar spun to face her, shocked, and the rest of the 
weyrlings, V'lex included, matched his bewilderment. 
Clearly, V'lex hadn't counted on having any support in 
this from her, as the rider of a queen, the only dragon 
traditionally privileged to bear clutches. 


Fiona hadn't realized until this moment that greens 
didn't choose of their own free will to chew firestone 
to sterilize themselves. She'd suggested the remedy 
after Sarinth's mating flight because she'd assumed 
that that's what Sarinth would want. Everyone knew 
greens didn't lay eggs, everyone knew that only gold 
dragons clutched. 


But why hadn't she ever questioned why before now? 


"In my father's Hold," She said to the sea of staring 
faces, everyone apparently too shocked to react in 
any way, "Every woman has the right to bear 
pregnancy if she chooses to, no matter the protests 
from her father, or brothers, or husband, or anyone. It 
is her right to bear a child into this world if she 
chooses to, just as it is her right to abort the 
pregnancy if she isn't willing or able to carry it, no 
matter what anyone else has to say about it, including 
her husband. Weyrfolk learned the herbs used to 
induce abortion from holders, after all." 


Talenth suddenly pushed gently forward past Fiona to 
tower over every dragon present, causing them, and 
their riders, to all crane their necks to look up at her 


as she stretched to her full height, and Fiona knew 
instinctively that when her mate spoke, she was 
speaking to all the assembled dragons, their riders, 
and Terin. ::If you would not deny me the right to 
clutch, you will not deny Sarinth the same joy. As long 
as Iam queen, any green that wishes to clutch will be 
allowed to do so.:: 


Then, she shocked everyone with her next 
pronouncement. ::No green will be made to chew 
firestone until she has decided whether or not she 
would like to clutch after she is old enough to rise. 
Every dragon must be given the chance to clutch if 
she chooses to.:: 


Then she threw back her head and bugled a challenge 
so loud Fiona could feel it in her bones, and had to 
clap her hands over her ears as every other dragon in 
the weyr joined in, including bronze Zarinth. 


T'mar's eyes were round with shock as he stared at 
his dragon, and behind him, Fiona could see, but not 
hear over the cacophony of dragon calls, the green 
and blue riders cheering, clapping eachother on the 
back or embracing eachother in joyful hugs. V'lex was 
tackled in a hug by J'gerd so enthusiastic it almost 
knocked him off his feet, and only Sarinth behind the 
two stopped them from falling over. 


The rest of the training planned for that day was 
called off as the unceasing delight of the dragons 


finally managed to overwhelm even T'mar's ingrained 
need to adhere to long-standing tradition, and the 
usually orderly routine of the weyr dissolved into a 
spur of the moment celebration instead, with the 
traders, initially alarmed by all the noise, cheerfully 
joining in the preparations for the impromptu feast 
once the cause was explained to them. 


Fiona knew that tomorrow she would probably worry 
about the future, and how Fort Weyr would react 
when they found out, but tonight, she slept pillowed 
in Talenth's paws, with Terin cuddling into her side, 
and the only thing she cared about was how happy 
everyone was. 


